INTRODUCTION. 


As there are but two known copies of this collection of Kpigrams 
and Satires, and as, besides other merits, they very interestingly 
and clevorly illustrate manners and opinions at the conclusion of 
the reign of Elizabeth, we have chosen it for reproduction 
exactly in its original shape. When the late Mr. Utterson re- 
printed it at his Beldornie Press in 1843, he relied too much upon 
the transcribers and printers he employed, and the consequence 
was the introduction of about twice as many errors as pages 
in the sixteen copies to which his impression was limited. 

When the writer of the present notice prepared the “ Bridge- 
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water Catalogue” in 1837, he was not aware who was the author 
of “ Skialetheia,” and all preceding critics had spoken of it as an 
anonymous publication. It had been so treated by Lowndes in 
his “ Bibliographical Manual” of 1834, nor could he be blamed 
for his ignorance of the fact ; but the editor of the new edition of 
that work in 1863 ought to have been better informed, and we are 
glad to see that the mistake has not since been repeated. The 
claim of Edward Guilpin cannot be disputed, because, as we 
pointed out more than twenty years ago, long passages in “ Skia- 
letheia” ave assigned to him in “ England’s Parnassus,” 1600. 
Of Guilpin nothing is known, and no other volume from his 
pen has been brought to light; but three specimens of his com- 
mendatory poems have been pointed out, before Kendal’s “ Epi- 
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grams” in 1577, before Markham’s “ Devereux” in 1597, and 
before Baret’s “ Alvearie” in 1580 (Hazlitt’s ‘‘ Hand-book,” page 
24.7) ; but we doubt the correctness of the last ascription, inas- 
much as we find it in no copy of the work we have had an oppor- 
tunity of examining, though they may differ in this respect. 
We may observe by the way that nobody has given the learned 
Abraham Fleming credit for the vast labour he bestowed upon 
the impression of the ‘‘ Alvearie” in 1580, after the death of the 
original compiler, who printed his first edition (which we have 
never met with) in 1577. 

Guilpin has many severe and characteristic epigrams in his 
“ Skialetheia” addressed to contemporary writers, but generally 
under Latin names: thus Marston is ridiculed as Fuscus; but 
near the end of the Satires some amends are made to him as the 
author of “the double-volumed Satyre,” while high and unquali- 
fied praise is bestowed upon other poets, such as Spenser (not 
then dead), Daniel, Markham, and Drayton. These receive their 
English names, and to the latter is applied the epithet of “ golden- 
mouthed,” given to him in 1596 by Fitzgeoffrey in his poem on 
Sir Francis Drake (st. 26), and repeated by Meres in his Palla- 
dis Tamia (fo. 281), published in the same year as the work now 
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SRIALETHEIA. 
A shadowe of Truth in certaine 
E:pisvams and Satyres. 


aX ALIGN BLOUN,. 


Printed by I. R. for Nicholas Ling, and are to 
bee folde at the little Weft doore of 
Poules. 1508. 


‘To the Reader. 


Lnfleede of ingling termes for thy good will, 
Keader, fall to, reade, jeft, and carpe thy fill. 


EPIGRAMS. 


Proewmium. 1. 
Ae in the greateft of focieties 
The firft beginners, like good natur’d foules, 
Beare with their neighbors poore infirmities, 
But after, when ambition controules 
Theyr calme proceedings, they imperioufly 
(As great things ftill orewhelme themfelveswith weight) 
Envy their countrimens profperity, 
And in contempt of poorer fates delight ; 
So Englands wits (now mounted the full height) 
Having confounded monftrous barbarifmes, 
Puft up by conqueft, with felfe-wounding fpight, 
Engrave themfelves in civill warres abifmes, 
Seeking by all meanes to deftroy each other, 
The unhappy children of fo deere a mother. 


To the Reader. 2. 


Whofe hap fhall be to reade thefe pedler rimes, 
Let them expeét no elaborat foolery, 
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Such as hermaphroditize thefe times 

With wicked feald jefts, extreame gullerie : 
Bunglers ftande long in tinck’ring their trim fay ; 
Ile onely {pit my venome, and away. 


Ofel 1tseae 3: 
Titus oft vaunts his gentry every where, 
Blazoning his coate, deriving ’s pedegree : 
What needeft thou daily, Titus, jade mine eare? 
I will beleeve thy houfes aunceftry, 
If that be auncient which we doe forget, 
Thy gentry is fo: none can remember it. 


LOL 0iGd eA 
Livia, I con thee thanke, when thou doft kiffe, 
Thou turn’{t thy cheeke: fee what good nature is! 
For well thou knowft thy breaths infection 
Able to turne my ftomack upfide down, 
Which when I thinke on, but for manners fake, 
I'ld pray thee thy cheeke too away to take. 


Lo Matho. 5: 


Matho, in credite bound to pay a debt 

His worde engagde him for, doth ftill replie, 

That he will aunfwere it with fopheftrie, 

And fo deferres daily to aunfwere it. 
Experience now hath taught me fophiftrie : 
He gave me his word ; that is, he couffend me. 


Of Faber. 6. 
Since marriage Faber’s prouder then before : 
Yfaith, his wife muft take him a hole lower. 
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Of a railing humour. 7. 


(Good Lord!) that men fhould have fuch kennel wits 


To thinke fo well of a fcald railing vaine, 

Which foon is vented in beflavered writs, 

As when the cholicke in the gutts doth ftraine, 
With civill confli€ts in the fame embrac’t, 
But let a fart, and then the worft is patft. 


Lo Deloney. 8. 


Like to the fatall ominous raven, which tolls 
The ficke mans dirge within his hollow beake 
So every paper-clothed poft in Poules 
To thee (Deloney) mourningly doth fpeake, 
_ And tells thee of thy hempen Tragedie. 
The wracks of hungry Tyburne naught to thine, 
Such maffacre ’s made of thy balladry, 
And thou in grief for woe thereof maift pine. 
At every ftreets end Fufcus rimes are read, 
And thine in filence muft be buried. 


Of Fauiea ro. 
Paule daily wrongs me, yet he daily fweares 
He wifheth me as well as to his foule. 
I know his drift, to damne that he naught cares 
To pleafe his body : therefore (good friend Paule) 
If thy kind nature will affoord me grace, 
Heereafter love me in thy bodies place. 


OF SV/10e.O, 
Sylvio, the lawyer, hunting for the fame 
Of a wife man, ftudies philofophie, 
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And odly in his fingularitie, 

From being odde thinks wifdome hath her name. 

So long hath he turnde over Scaliger, 

Old Cardan, and the other chimick wits 

Which have to after-times demifde their writs, 

That a fift element he doth averre. 
Deferves not he to make the wife men even, 
Who odly thus makes odd the Merues of heaven? 


LOGE 
Gue, hang thy felfe for woe, fince gentlemen 
Are now growne cunning in thy apifhnes ; 
Nay, for they labour with their foolifhnes 
Thee to undoe, procure to hang them then: 
It is a ftrange feeld feene uncharitie 
To make fooles of themfelves to hinder thee. 


Of Cola meie 
Behold a wonder never feene before! 
Yonder's Cottas picture, dauncing trenchmore. 


Of the fame. 13. 
I faw not Cotta thys halfe yeere before, 
When he was angry that I fpoke not to him: 
He hath no reafon to take it fo fore, 
Being fo painted that I did not know him. 


LOL 26s eae 
Licus, thou often tell’{t me jeftingly 
[Tama fine man; and fo tyrannoufly 
Haft now tired that phrafe, that every one 
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[s a fine man in thine opinion. 
In thine opinion? no, it’s but thy word, 
Which doth that fine addition affoord : 
And yet I fee no caufe but many may 

__ Be even as fine as Licus every way ; 

~~ In dauncing, vaulting, and in riming too, 
In theyr conceits they are as good as you. 
Then, wherein is ’t that you fo farre furpaffe 
Other plaine jades, like Lucius golden affe ? 
I heare thee fay, the fouleft day that is 
Thou art fhodde in velvet and in Naples biffe : 
Nay then I yeeld, for who will ftrive in it 
May have fine clothes, but a moft filthy wit. 


Caen ens 


Zeno, defirous of the idle fame 
Of ftoicke refolution, recklefly 
Seemes to efteeme of good report or blame, 
So proving himfelf dull moft foolifhly. 
To every thing he heares, he faith he cares not : 
He cares not for his booke, nor yet for wit ; 
For pleafant catch-fooles in like fort he fpares not. 
To fweare hee ’s careleffe, careleffe to forget 
Or thinke upon his dutie, foules comfort ; 
Careleffe to thrive, or live in decencie, 
Careleffe of vertuous and a good confort, 
Careleffe of wifedome, and of honeftie : 
To all this carelefnes fhould one declare 
His fathers death, I am fure he would not cate. 
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Of Rivus._ 16. 
Once Rivus faw a pretty laffe 
And liquorous tooth’d defir’d to taft, 
But knowing not how to bring ’t to paffe, 
He vow’d to hange himfelfe in haft : 
I feard him not; the wench was gone, 
And he was loth to hang alone. 


Of Glodius, “V7. 
Clodius oft fayth he hath chaleng’d beene by many, 
But never tells me he hath anfwered any. 


Of Curio. 18 
Curio threats my death in an Epigrame: 
Y fayth, hee ’le eate his word: he is too blame ; 
And yet I think hee ‘le write; then, ware of bleeding. 
Nay, feare not ; he writes nothing worth the reading. 


Of Fauftus. 19. 


Fauftus in {teede of grace faith Fufcus rimes: 
Oh graceleffe manners! Oh unhallowed times ! 


To Candidus 20. 


Friend Candidus, thou often dooft demaund 
What humours men by gulling underftand ? 
Our Englifh Martiall hath, full pleafantly 

In his clofe nips, defcribde a gull to thee. 

I’le follow him, and fet downe my conceit 
What a gull is: oh, word of much receit ! 

He is a gull whofe indifcretion 
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Cracks his purfe ftrings to be in fafhion: 

He is a gull who is long in taking roote 

In barraine foyle, where can be but fmall fruite: 
He is a gull who runnes himfelfe in debt 

For twelve dayes wonder, hoping fo to get: 

He is a gull whofe confcience is a block 

Not to take intereft, but waftes his ftock : 

He is a gull who cannot haue a whore, 

But brags how much he fpends upon her fcore: 
He is a gull that for commoditie 

Payes ten times ten, and fells the fame for three: 
He is a gull who, paffing finicall, 

Peifeth each word to be rhetorical ; 

And, to conclude, who, felfe conceitedly, 

Thinkes al men gulls: ther’s none more gull then he. 


Ope LOcise ae 21. 
Procus, infteede of more fitting difcourfe 
To entertaine his miftris eares withall, 
Tells her a long tale of a rofted horfe, 
Of a great brabble did to him befall : 
When fhe demaunds the occafion of the braule, 
He in a gallant bravery, gull-like, fwore 
The reafon that he foorth with him did fall 
Was, for the other grutcht him of his whore. 
(Ye who doe love your loves better conceit) 
Judge if this gull deferved his miftris favour, 
Who thus his goatifh humours did relate, 
Or what paine with you for this rude behaviour ? 
Whomfo’ere he marries may fhe a whore prove, 
For this fpeech fhewes that he a whore doth love. 
A 
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76 Cloniise22: 


I prethee, Clodius, tell me whats the reafon 

Thou dooft expeét I fhould falute thee firft ? 

I have fized in Cambridge, and my friends a feafon 

Some exhibition for me there disburft : 

Since that, I have beene in Goad his weekly role, 

And beene acquaint with Mounfeur Littleton : 

I have walkt in Poules, and duly din’d at noone, 

And fometimes vifited the dauncing fchoole. 
Then, how art thou my better, that I fhould 
Speake alwaies firft, as I incroch faine would ? 
But in a whore-houfe thou canft fwagger too. 
Clodius, good day : tis more then I can doo. 


Lo Sevtius, 23. 


sextilius tigh djaor:eucaileteasaree 
Had not the youth a mervailous kind hart? 


Of Fufcis* Ven 
When Fufcus firft had taught his mufe to fcold, 
He gloried in her rugged vaine fo much 
That every one came to him heare her fhould: 
Firft Victor, then Cinna, nor did he grutch 
To let both players and artificers 
Deale with his darling ; as if confident 
None of all thefe he did repute for lechers, 
Or thought her face would all fuch lufts prevent: 
But how can he a bawdes furname refufe, 
Who to all forts thus proftitutes his Mufe ? 
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Of Gnatho. 25. 


My lord, moft court-like, lyes in bed till noone, 
Then, all high-ftomackt, rifeth to his dinner, 
Falls ftraight to dice before his meate be downe, 
Or to digest walks to fome femall finner. 
Perhaps fore-tyrde he gets him to a play, 
Comes home to fupper, and then falls to dice: 
There his devotion wakes till it be day, 
And fo to bed, where untill noone he lies. 
This is a lords life, fimple folke will fing: 
A lords life! what, to trot fo foule a ring? 
Yet thus he lives; and what’s the greateft griefe, 
Gnatho ftill fweares he leads true vertues life. 


TOV Oia, 920. 
Th’ art a fine fellow, truft me, Pollio, 
And every one reputes thee fo to be, 
Both for thy ingles face, and goodly fhow 
Of thyne apparraile and thy naperie: 
Then for thou pertly knowes to wagge the head, 
Like fome old palfey-ftrucken ufurer, 
Chiefely for that this Chriftmas thou haft led 
An unthrifts life (gramercy creditor) 
But for this laft thou muft be faine to goe 
Into the country for a yeere or two. 


Of the fame. 27. 
Pollio at length’s fallne in my good conceit, 
Not for his wanton face and curled haire, 
Nor his fat buttocke, nor that I delight 
In his French galliard, which is nothing rare ; 
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Nor for that others thinke him to be fo 

(For others credits cannot better me) 

But for he thinks himfelfe a fine fellow, 

For his owne ftate who better knowes then hee ? 


OFZ Come 


Zeno would faine th’ old widdow AZagle have: 
Truft me, hee’s wife, for fhee is rich and brave. 
But Zeno, Zeno, fhee wil! none of you: 
In my mind fhee ’s the wifer of the two. 


Of Arion. 20. 


Arions thoughts are growne fo muficall 

That all his talke’s of crotchets and of quavers : 

His very words to fembriefe time doe fall, 

And blowing of his nofe of muficke favours. 

Hee'le tell you of well fretting of a lute, 

Even til you fret ; and of the harmonie -a 

Is either in a ftill cornet or flute ; 

Of refts and f{tops, and fuch like trumperie: 
Yet loves he more, for all fweet mufick fence 
His miftris belly then thefe inftruments. 


’ 


Of Chryfozonus. 30. 


Chryfozonus each morning by his glaffe 
Teacheth a wrinkeled a€tion to his face, 
And with the fame he runnes into the ftreet 
Fach one to put in feare that he doth meet. 
I prythee tell me (gentle Chryfozone) } 
What needs a borrowed bad face to thine owne? 
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Of Torques. 31. 


Torques, a knight, and of indifferent living, 

Is neyther free of houfe-keeping, nor giving, 

Yet ftands he in the Devet booke uncroft : 
Wonder not, man; he keepes a whore to his coft. 


Of eee 22 


Wanton young Lais hath a pretty note, 
Whofe burthen is, pinch not my petticoate : 
Not that fhe fears clofe nips, for, by the rood, 
A privy pleafing nip will cheare her blood ; 
But fhe which longs to taft of pleafures cup 
In nipping would her petticoate weare up. 


Of Fd 77 83 3s 


Fidens inftructs young gentlemen to play: 

Who teach his wife they get true fingering ; 

But fhe learnes to play falfe: no mervaile ; they 
Of a maifter, fhe of {chollers got her learning. 


Of Orpheus. 34. 


Orpheus had wed a young lufty wife, 

And all day long upon his lute doth play. 
Doth not this fellow lead a merry life, 

Who playes continually, both night and day? 


Oj Colla mass. 


I wonder (Cotta) paynters art can like thee, 
Who drew thy picture, being nothing like thee. 


= Siem iaae a Nc a De 
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Of Metius. 36. 


Metius of late hath greatly cofend me: 
I tooke him for an earneft Catholike, 
He talk’d fo much of almes and charitie ; 
But I was mightily deceav’d belike. 
He praifeth charity and almes, becaufe 
He was made barrifter for almes, not lawes. 


Of the fame. 37. 


With what confcience can Metius fell law deare, 
When of meere almes he was made barrifter ? 


INNAB TE XS. 


Licus, thou art deceav’d in faying that 

I’me a fine man: thou faift thou knowft not what. 
He’s a fine fellow who is neate and fine, 

Whofe locks are kem’d, and never a tangled twine; 
Who fmels of mufk, civet, and pomander, 

Who {pends and out-fpends many a pound a yeare ; 
Who piertly jets, can caper, daunce and fing, 

Play with his miftris fingers, her hand wring ; 

Who companying with wenches nere is {ftill, 

But either fkips or mowes, or prates his fill ; 

Who is at every play, and every night 

Sups with his ingles, who can well recite 
Whatfoever rimes are gracious. (Licus) leave, 
Injure not my content, then, to bereave 

My fortune of her quiet: Iam I: 

But a fine fellow, in my fantafie, 

Is a great trouble: trouble me not then, 

For a fine fellow is a fine foole mongft men. 


ee eo ee 
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To Chreflina. 39. 
I told Chriftina I would lie with her, 
When {fhe with an old phrafe doth me advife 
To keepe my felfe from water and from fier, 
And fhe would keepe me from betwixt her thighs: 
That there is water I doe make no doubt, 
But Ple be loth (wench) to be fired out. 


Of Nevia. 40. 
Neevia is one while of the Innes of Court, 
Toyling in Brooke, Fitzherbert and in Dyer: 
Another while th Exchange he doth refort, 
Moyling as faft, a feller and a buyer. 
Will not he thrive (think yee) who can devife 
Thus to unite the law and merchandife ? 
Doubtleffe he will, or cofen out of doubt: 
What matter’s that ? the law will beare him out. 


Of the fame. 4l. 


Neevia’s a merchant, and a gentleman ; 
That is, fcarce honett, live he how he can. 


Of the fame. 42. 
Pardon me (reader): I will not bewray 
Who Neevia is: not that I feare to fay 
But that he fhould be punifhd I am loth 
For engroffing occupations as he doth. 
He is a lawyer, and a merchant to, 
And fhortly will, I doubt, have more to do: 
He is a bufie fellow, and may be 
A knave promoter for his honefty. 
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Of Clodius. 43. 
Clodius, me thinks, lookes paffing big of late 
With Dunfton’s browes, and Allens Cutlacks gate. 
What humours have poffeft him fo, I wonder ? 
His eyes are lightning, and his words are thunder. 
What meanes the bragart by his alteration ? 
He knows he’s known too wel for this fond fafhion 
To caufe him to be feared : what meanes he than? 
Belike, becaufe he cannot play the man, 
Yet would be awde, he keepes this filthy revell, 
Stalking and roaring like to Job’s great devill. 


Of Phrix. 44. 
Phrix hath a nofe: who doubts what ech man knows ? 
But what hath Phrix know-worth befides his nofe ? 


In Zelotypum. 3. 
Thy wife fo nymph-like fitting at the board, 
Why frown’ft thou that I look on her? good Lord ! 
What finne i’'ft to looke on a pretty laffe ? 
We look on heaven, the fun and moons bright face. 
Would’ft have me turne away, as I did fee 
Some filthy flut, or lewd deformity ? 
Why jealoufie her felfe may fuffer fight : 
Sight cannot cuckold thee, nor do thee fpight. 
If thow'lt not have her look’d on by thy guetts, 
Bid none but harpers hence-forth to thy feafts. 


Lo Gellia. 46. 
The world finds fault with Gellia, for fhe loves 
A fkip-jack fidler : I hold her excus’d 
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For loving him, fith fhe her felfe fo proves. 
What! fhe a fidler ? but fhe is abus’d. 
No, in good faith: What fidle hath fhe us’d? 
The Viole Digambo is her beft content, 
For twixt her legs fhe holds her inftrument. 


Lo the Reader. 47. 
Excufe me (reader) though I now and than, 
In fome light lines, doe fhew myfelfe a man, 
Nor be fo fower fome wanton words to blame: 
They are the language of an epigrame. 


LOU Cia AS: 

(Lydia) fo mote I thee, thou art not faire, 

A plaine brownetta when thou art at beft; 

Yet darft thou not come forth into the ayre, 

When no wind ftirres and funne’s hid in the weft, 
But mafk’d forfooth. I prethy what’s the reafon 
That having (God he knowes) no faire to loofe, 
Thou hid’ft that pitteous Voze fo out of feafon ? 
Oh! th’art a mummer, and perhaps doft choofe 

A faire calme even as fitteft for thy gaine: 

Sayeft thou me fo? nay then, we’le have about. 

Come, trip the dice: have at your box (madame) ; 

Decaleat all, torture fooe not ont. 

Nothing but mum? nay then, we are agreed: 
Be 1 well-chanc'd, my chance may be to (peed: 


TigaCotiag AO, 


Bemot wrath, Cotta that [not talutesthee: 
I us’d whilft I worthy did repute thee ; 


—— 
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Now thou art made a painted faint, and I, 
Cotta, will not commit idolatry. 


Lo Women. 50. 


Yee that have beauty, and withall no pitty, 
Are like a prick-fong-leffon without ditty. 


Of Chreflina. 51. 
Talke bawdery and Chreftina fpets and fpals, 
So much her chaft thoughts hate it : tut! that’s falfe; 
She loves it well. Wherfore then fhould the fpet ? 
Her teeth doe water but to heare of it. 


EDV ER 
Fine fpruce young Panfa’s growne a malcontent, 
A mighty malcontent, though young and fpruce: 
As herefie he fhuns all merriment, 
And turn’d good husband puts forth fighs to ufe. 
Like hate-man Timon in his cell he fits, 
Mifted with darknefs like a f{moaky roome, 
And if he be fo mad to walke the ftreetes, 
To his fights life his hat becomes a toombe. 
What is the caufe of this melancholly ? 
His father’s dead? no, fuch newes revives him. 
Wants he a whore? nor that. Loves he? that’s folly. 
Mount his high thoughts? oh, no. Then, what erieves him ? 
Laft night which did our Ins of court men call 
In filken futes, like gawdy butterflies 
To paint the torch-like fommer of the hall, 
And fhew good legs, fpite of flops-f{mothering thies, 
He, paffing from his chamber through the court, 
Did fpoile a paire of new white pumps with durt. 


Of Cornelius. 


See you him yonder who fits o’re the ftage, 

With the tobacco-pipe now at his mouth? 

It is Cornelius, that brave gallant youth, 

Who is new printed to this fangled age. 
He weares a jerkin cudgeld with gold lace, 
A profound flop, a hat fearce pipkin high ; 
For boots a paire of dagge cafes ; his face 
Furr'd with Cads-beard, his poynard on his thigh. 

Ife wallows in his walk his flop to grace, 

Sweares by the Lord, daines no falutation, 

But to fome jade that’s fick of his owne fathion, 

As farewell weet captaine, or (boy) come apace. 
Yet this Sir Bevis, or the fayery knight, 
Put up the lie becaufe he durft not fight. 
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Of Ifa. 54. 


If{fa from me to a player tooke her way: 
No mervaile, for fhe alwaies lov'd to play. 


Lo Mira. 55. 


Many afke, Mira, why I nam’d thee fo? 
Let them afke Nature why fhe fram’d thee fo. 


De lgnoto. 56. 


There’s an odd fellow (ile not tell his name, 
Becaufe from my lines he fhal get no fame) 
Reading my Epigrams bathes every limb 

In angry fweat, fwearing that I meane him. 


53: 
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Content thyfelfe ; I write of better men: 
Thou art no worthy fubject for my pen. 


Of Nigrina, 47. 
Why fhould Nigrina weare her mafk fo much ? 
Her {kins lawn’s not fo fine fo foone to ftaine ; 
Her tendreft poultry may endure the touch ; 
Her face, face and out-face, the wind againe : 
The cherry of her lip’s a winter cherry, 


Then weather-proof, and needs no mafks defence: 


Her cheeks beft fruit’s a black, no mulberry, 
But fearleffe of fharp guftes impoverifhments ; 
And to be briefe, fhe being all plaine Jone, 
Why is fhe mafk’d to keepe that where is none ? 
O, fir! fhe’s painted, and you know the guife: 
Pictures are curtaind from the vulger eyes. 


Of DUS ES: 
Drus for a cuckold and miferable’s fam’d, 
May not he well a hard-head then be nam’d? 


lo Mira. 59. 
Thou fearft I love thee, for I praife thee fo: 
Should T difpraife thee, what wouldft feare, I trow ? 


De lgnoto. 60. 


Yon fellow thinks mine epigrams him meane: 
Then, let me write of every bawd and queane. 


Pg: 

Of Nigrina. 61. 
Painted Nigrina unmafk'd comes ne’re in fight 
Becaufe light wenches care not for the light. 
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Oj the fame.» 62. 


Painted Nigrina with the picture face, 
Having no mafke, thinks fhe’s without grace ; 
So with one cafe fhe doth another cafe: 
Doth not her mafke become her then apace? 


Of Baffus. 63. 
Eloquent Baffus fpeakes all with a grace, 
Not fo much but good morrow, and good night : 
I wonder, when the Somner did him cite 
For his {weet finne, how he fpake in that cafe; 
I am fure he could with no grace well refufe it, 
And worfe, I doubt, with any grace excufe it. 


lo Mira, 4: 
Thou fear’{t I am in love with thee (my deare). 
I prethy feare not, /¢ comes with a feare. 


Of Nigrina. . 65. 
Becaufe Nigrina hath a painted face 
Many fufpect her to be light and bafe: 
I fee no reafon to repute her fuch, 
For, out of doubt, fhe will abide the tuch. 


Of Gellia. 66. 


Gellia intic’d her good-man to the Citty, 
wind) often: threatnethtoroive, hint thedlurch : 

See how this {weet finne makes the fimpleft witty. 
She (too prophane) whilft he is at the church, 
Ringing the firft peale at the greateft bels, 
At home will ring all in with fome one els. 
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Ad Crocum. 67. 


Crocus, thou fai’ft that thou do’ft know more queans 
Then many a poore man ears in Autum gleanes : 
But Crocus, Crocus, if they all know you, 
Whitearen-taith. you have too much to do. 


Of Caius. 68. 
As Caius walks the ftreets, if he but heare 
A blackman grunt his note, he cries of rare / 
He cries oh rare! to heare the Irifhmen 
Cry pippe, fine pippe, with a fhrill accent, when 
He comes at Mercers chappell ; and oh rare! 
At Ludgate at the prifoners plaine-fong there : 
Oh rare! fings he to heare a cobler fing, 
Or a waffaile on twelfe night; or the ring 
At cold S. Pancras church, or any thing. 
He'le cry oh rare! and fcratch the elbow too, 
To fee two butchers curres fight : the cuckoo 
Will cry oh rare! to fee the champion bull, 
Or the victorious maftife with crown’d fkull, 
And girlanded with flowers, paffing along 
From Paris garden: he renewes his fong 
To fee my L. Maiors henchman, or to fee 
(At an old Aldermans bleft obfequie) 
The Hofpitall boyes in their blew equipage ; 
Or at a carted bawde, or whore in cage. 
He'le cry oh rare! at a Gongfarmers cart, 
Oh rare! to heare a ballad or a fart. 
Briefly fo long he hath ufde to cry oh rare! 
That now that phrafe is growne thin and thred-bare : 
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But fure his wit will be more rare and thin, 
If he continue as he doth begin. 


To the Reader. 609. 
Some daintie eare, like a wax-rubd Citty roome, 
Wil haply blame my Mufe for this falt rhume, 
Thinking her lewd, and too unmaidenly 
For dauncing this jigge fo lafcivioufly ; 
But better thoughts, more difcreet, will excufe 
This quick couranto of my merry Mufe, 
And fay fhe keeps decorum at the times, 
To womens loofe gownes futing her loofe rimes ; 
But I, who beft her humorous pleafance know, 
Say that this mad wench, when fhe jefteth fo, 
Is honefter then many a fullen one, 
Which being more filent thinks worfe, being alone, 
Then.my quick-fprighted laffe can fpeake; for who 
Knowes not the old faid faw of the 17 fow ? 


Conclufion to the Reader. 70. 


(Reader) when thou haft read this mad-cap ftuffe, 
Wherein my Mufe fwaggers, as in her ruffe, 

I know thefe orphants fhal be foone renounced 
Of every one, and unto death denounced : 

I know thow’lt doome them to th’apotheta 

To wrap fope in, and affifcetida ; 

And juftly to, for thou canft not mifufe 

More then I will, thefe baftards of my Mute. 

I know they are paffing filthy, fcurvey lines ; 

I know they are rude, harfh, and unfavory rimes, 
Pit to wrap playfters and odd unguents in, 


oA Skialetheta. 


Reedifiers of the wracks of fynne. 

Viewing this fin-drownd world, I purpofely 
Phifick’d my Mufe, that thus unmannerly 
She might beray our folly-foyled age, 

And keepe decorum on a comick ftage, 
Bringing a foule-mouth jefter, who might fing 
To rogues the ftory of the loufie King. 

I care not what the world doth think, or fay: 
There lies a morral under my leane play, 
And like a refolute epigrammatitt, 

Holding my pen, my rapier, in my fift, 

I know I fhall wide-gaping momes convince, 
My Mufe, fo armed, is a careleffe prince. 


SATYRE PRELUDES 


Mie on thefe Lydian tunes which blunt our fprights 
And turne our gallants to hermaphrodites ! 
Give me a Doricke touch, whofe femphony, 
And dauncing aire may with affinity 
Move our light vaulting fpirits and capering, 
Woo Alexander from lewd banquetting 
To armes. Bid Haniball remember Cannas, 
And leave Salapian Tamyras embrace. 
Flence with thefe fidlers whofe oyle buttred lines 
Are panders unto lufts and food to finnes! 
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Their whimpring fonnets, puling elegies, 

Slaunder the Mufes, make the world defpife 

Admired poefie, marre refolutions ruffe, 

And melt true valour with lewd ballad ftuffe. 
Heere one’s elegiack pen patheticall 

His parting from his miftris doth bewaile, 

Which when young gallant Mutio hath perus’d, 

His valour’s creftfalne, his refolves abufd ; 

For whatfoe’ere his courage erft did move, 

He'le goe no voyage now to leave his love. 

Another with his fupple paffion 

Meaning to move his pigfney to compaffion 

Makes puifne Lucius in a fimpathy 

In love with’s pibald laundres by and by. 

A third, that falls more roundly to his worke, 

Meaning to move her were fhe Jewe or Turke, 

Writes perfect Cat and fidle wantonly, 

Tickling her thoughts with mafking bawdry, 

Which read to Captaine Tucca he doth {weare, 

And fcratch and fweare, and fcratch to heare 

His owne difcourfe difcours’d: and dy the Lord, 

It's paffing good: oh good! at every word: 

When his cock-fparrow thoughts to itch begin, 

He, with a fhrug, fweares’t a moft weet finne. 
Some others Lady Mufe is comicall, 

DThaliacte the back, nay, backcand all: 

And fhe, with many a falt La volto jeft, 

Edgeth fome blunted teeth, and fires the breft 

Of many an old cold grey-beard Cittizen, 

Medea like making him young againe ; 

Who, comming from the Curtaine, fneaketh in 
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To fome odde garden noted houfe of finne, 
But, oh worfe yet! for fome capritcious humor, 
Making an iffue of his ulcerous tumor, 
Some prophane Clodian pen, daring difplay 
| (Like connicatching) bawdries Orgia, 
With the provoft Martiall ranfacks every roome 
Of a vaulting houfe, and ribbald doth prefume 
With Midwife Albert, or the womans booke, 
To anatomize each corner and fond nooke. 
Let Rablais with his durtie mouth difcourfe, 


) No longer blush, for they’le write ten times worfe, 
; And Aretines great wit be blam’d no more ; 

: 

} hey’le ftorie forth the errant arrant whore, 


And {peaking painters excufe Titian 
For his Joves loves and Elephanticke vaine. 
Thus all our Poets, as they had caroufde 
A health to Circes, are in hoetties houfde, 
Or els transformed to goates, lafcivioufly 
Filthing chaft eares with theyr pens Gonorrhey, 
For even the ftatlieft and moft generous, 
The heroicke Poeme, is la{civious, 
Which midft of Mars his field, and hote alarmes, 
Will fing of Cupids chivalrie and armes, 
The Satyre onely and Epigramatitft 
(Concifde Epigrame, and fharpe Satyrift) 
Keepe diet from this furfet of exceffe, 
Tempring themfelves from fuch licenciousnes. 
The bitter cenfures of their critticke {pleenes 
Are antidotes to peftilentiall finnes : 
They heale with lafhing, feare luxurioufnes : 
They are philofophicke true Cantharides 


To vanities dead fleth. 
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An Epigrame ° 

Is popifh difpling rebell flefh to tame ; 

A plaine dealing lad that is not afraid 

To fpeake the truth, but calls a jade a jade. 
And Mounfieur Guulard was not much too blame, 
When he for meat miftooke an Epigrame ; 

For though it be no cates, fharpe fauce it is 

To lickerous vanitie, youths fweet amiffe. 

But oh! the Satyre hath a nobler vaine: 

He's the strappado, rack, and fome fuch paine 
To bafe lewd vice: the Epigram’s Bridewell, 
Some whipping cheere; but this is follies hell. 
The Epigram’s like dwarfe Kings fcurrill grace, 
A Satyre’s Chefter to a painted face: 


It is the bone-ach unto lechery, 
To Acolaftus it is beggery: 


It is the fcourge, the Tamberlaine of vice, 
The three fquare Tyborne of impieties. 
But to come neere the verfes of our time, 


It is (oh fcurvey) to a Lenten rime ! 
It is the grand kiffe to a filthy play, 


Tis peoples howts and fhowts at a pot fray. 
Itch farther yet, yet nerer to them ; fie! 

Their wits have got my Mufe with Tympanie, 
And with their loofe tayld penns to let it loofe, 
It’s like a fyring to a Hampfhire goofe. 

Thefe critique wits which nettle vanitie 

Are better farre then foode to foppery ; 

And I dare warrant that the hangineft brow, 
The foureft Stoicke that will fcarce allow 

A riming ftone upon his fathers grave 
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(hough he no reason have no rime to have) 
The ftri€teft (Plato) that for vertues health 
Will banifh Poets forth his common-wealth, 
Will, of the two, affoord the Satyre grace, 
Before the whyning love-fong fhall have place ; 
And by fo much his night-cap’s over awde, 

“As a Beadle’s better ftates-man then a Bawde. 


Explicit the Satyres flourith before his fencing. 


Alterius qui fert vitia ferendo facit sua. 


Satyra Prima. 


Shall I ftill mych in filence, and give ayme 

To other wits which make court to bright fame ? 
A {chool-boy ftill, fhall I lend eare to other, 
“nd myne owne private Mufes mufick {mother ? 
Efpecially in this finne leapered age, 

Where every Player Vice comes on the {tage 
Mafkt in a vertuous robe? and fooles doe fit 
More honored then the Prefter John of wit ? 
Where vertue, like a common goffop, fhields 
Vice with her name, and her defeéts ore-cuilds. 
No, no, my Mufe; be valiant to controule: 

Play the fcold bravely, feare no cucking-f{toole ; 
Begall thy fpirit, like thrill trumpets clangor 
Vent forth th’impatience, and allarme thine anger : 


Gain(t finnes invafions rende the foggie clowde, 
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Whofe al blacke wombe far blacker vice doth fhrowd. 
Tell gyant greatnes a more great did frame 
Thimaginary Coloffe of the fame ; 
And then expoftulate why Titus should 
Make shewe of /Etnas heat, yet be as cold 
As {fnow-drownd Athos in’s frozen zeale 
Both to religion and his Common-weale ? 
Or why should Cvelius injure thrift fo much 
As to entitle his extortion fuch? 
Or defperat Drus cloke the confufion 
Of heady rage with refolution ? 
Pale trembling Matho dies his milk-ftaind liver 
In colour of a difcreet counfell-giver, 
And coole advifement; yet the world doth know 
Hee’s a rancke coward: but who dares tell him fo? 
The worlds fo bad that vertue’s over-awde, 
And forft, poore foule, to become vices bawde ; 
Like the old morrall of the comedie, 
Where confcience favours Lucars harlotry. 
In fpight of valour martiall Anthony 
Doth facrifice himfelfe to lecherie, 
Watting to fkin and bones (true map of ruth) 
Yet termes it folace and a trick of youth. 
Oh world! oh time! that ever men fhould be 
So blinde befotted with hipocrifie, 
Poyfon to call an wholfome antidote, 
And made caroufe the fame, although they know’t ! 
How now, my Mufe! this right womans fafhion 
To fall from brawling to a blubbering paffion. 
Have done, have done, and to a nimbler key 
Set thy winde inftrument, and {prightly play. 


Sai 
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Thys leaden-heeled paffion is to[o] dull 
To keepe pace with this Satyre-footed gull, 
This madcap-world, this whirlygigging age: 
Thou muft have words compaét of fire and rage, 
Tearms of quick camphire, and falt-peeter phrafes, 
As ina myne, to blow up the worlds graces, 
And blaft her anticke apifh complements, 
Her jugling tricks and mifts which mock the fence, 
Make Cateline or Alcibiades 
To feeme a Cato or a Socrates. 
This vizar-fac’t pole-head diffimulation, 
This parrafite, this guide to reprobation, 
This {quynt-eyed flave, which lookes two wayes at once 
This fork’t dilemma, oyle of paffions, 
Hath fo bereyde the world with his foule myre 
That naked truth may be fufpect a lyer. 
For when great Feelix, paffing through the ftreet, 
Vayleth his cap to each one he doth meet, 
And when no broome-man that will pray for him, 
Shall have lefs truage then his bonnets brim, 
Who would not thinke him perfec curtefie, 
Or the honny-fuckle of humilitie ? 
The devill he is as foone: he is the devill 
Brightly accouftred to bemift his evill : 
Like a Swartrutters hofe his puffe thoughts fwell 
With yeaftie ambition: Signior Machiavell 
Taught him this mumming trick, with curtefie 
tentrench himfelfe in popularitie, 
And for a writhen face, and bodies move 
Be barricadode in the peoples love. 
Yonder comes Clodius: give him the falute ; 
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An oylie flave: he, angling for repute, 

Will gently entertaine thee and prevent 

Thy worfe conceit with many a complement ; 

But turne thy backe, and then he turnes the word : 


The foul-mouthed knave wil call thee goodman Tord. 


Nothing but coffenage doth the world poffeffe, 
And ftuffes the large armes of his emptines. 
Make fute to Fabius for his favour, he 
Will ftraight proteft of his loves treafurie: 
Beleev'ft thou him? then, weare a motley coate, 
He'll be the firft man which fhall cut thy throat. 
Come to the Court, and Balthazar affords 
Fountaines of holy and rofe-water words : 
Haft thou need of him, and would’ft find him kind ? 
Nay then, goe by; the gentleman is blind. 
Thus all our a¢tions in a fimpathy 
Doe daunce an anticke with hypocrifie, 
And motley fac’d diffimulation 
Is crept into our every fafhion, 
Whofe very titles to[o] are diffembled. 
The now all-buttockt and no-bellied 
Doublet and hofe, which I doe revell in, 
Was my great grandfires, when he did begin 
To wooe my grandame, when hee firft befpake her, 
And witneffe to the joynture he did make her. 
(Witnefs fome auntient painted hiftory 
Of Affuerus, Haman, Mordoche, 
For though fome gulls me to beleeve are loth, 
I know thei’le credite print and painted cloth) 
Yet, like th’ olde Ballad of the Lord of Lorne, 
Whofe laft line in King Harries dayes was borne, 
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It {till retainés the title of as new, 
And proper fafhion as you ever knew. 
All things are different from their outward fhow: 
The very poet, whofe ftandith doth flow, 
With Nectar of Parnaffus, and his braine 
Melts to Caftalian dew, and fhowres wits raine, 
Yet by his outward countnance doth appeare 
To have beene borne in wits dearths deereft yeere 
So that Zopirus, judging by his face, 
Will pronounce Socrates for dull and bafe. 
This habite hath falfe larumd-feeming wonne 
In our affections, that whatfoere is done 
Muft be newe coynd with flie deffemblance ftamp, 
And give a funne-shine title to a lampe. 
This makes the foifting travailer to fweare, 
And face out many a lie within the yeere ; 
And if he have beene an howre or two aboarde 
To fpew a little gall: then, by the Lord, 
He hath beene in both the Indias, Eaft and Weft 
Talkes of Guiana, China and the reft ; 
The Straights of Gibraltare, and nian 
Are but hard by, no, nor the Magellane: 
Mandevile, Candith, fea experienft Drake 
Came never neere him, if he truly crake, 
Nor ever durft come where he layd his head, 
For, out of doubt, he hath difcovered 
Some halfe a dozen of th’ infinity 
Of Anaxarchus worlds. Like foppery 
The antiquary would perfwade us to: 
He fhewes a piece of blacke-jack for the fhooe 
Which old AXgeus bequeath’d his valiant fonne: 
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A peece of pollifht mother of pearle’s the spoone 
Cupid eate pappe with; and he hath a dagger 


Made of the fword wherwith great Charles did swagger. 


Oh! that the whip of fooles, great Aretine, 

Whofe words were fquibs and crackers every line, 

Liv’d in our dayes to fcourge thefe hypocrites, 

Whofe taunts may be like gobblins and sprights, 

To haunt thefe wretches forth that little left them 

Of ayery wit ; (for all the reft’s bereft them). 

Oh! how the varges from his blacke pen wrung 

Would fauce the idiome of the Enelith tongue, 

* Give it a new touch, livelier diale& 

To heare this two-neckt goofe, this falfhood check. 
Methinks I fee the pie-bald whorefone tremble 

To heare of Aretine: he doth diffemble ; 

There is no truft to be had to his quaking. 

To him once more, and roufe him from his fhaking 

Feaver of fained feare: hold, whip and cord! 

Mufe, play the beadle, a lath at every word. 

No, no, let be, he’s a true cofoner (till, 

And like the cramp-fith darts even through my quil 

His flie infinuating poyfonous juice, 

And doth the fame into my fpirit infufe : 

Me thinks already I applaud my felfe 

For nettle-ftinging thus this fayery elfe: 

And though my confcience fayes I merit not 

Such deere reward, diffembling yet (God wot) 

I hunt for praife, and doe the fame expe. 

Hence (crafty enchaunter) welcome bafe neglect. 

Scoffes make me know my felfe: I muft not erre : 

Better a wretch then a dessembler. 
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Satyra secunda. 


Heere coms a coach: (my lads) let’s make a ftand, 
And take a view of blazing ftarres at hand. 
Who's here ? who's here ? now, truft me, paffing faire | 
Thai're moft fweet ladies: mary, and fo they are. 
Why then, young puifne, are thou yet to learne 
A harper from a fhilling to difcerne ? 
I had thought the laft mafk which thou caperedft in 
Had catechiz’d thee from this errors finne, 
Taught thee S. Martins ftuffe from true gold lace, 
And know a perfect from a painted face. 
Why, they are idols, puppets, Exchange babies, 
And yet (thou foole) tak’ft them for goodly ladies. 
Where are thine eyes? But now I call to mind, 
Thefe can bewitch, and fo have made thee blind : 
A compound mift of May deaw and beane flowre 
Doe thefe Acrafias on thine eye lids powre: 
Thou art enchaunted (Publius) and haft neede 
Of Hercules, thy reafon, to be freede. 

Consider what a rough worme-eaten table 
By well-mix’d colours is made faleable; 
Or how toad-houfing fculs, and old fwart bones 
Are grac’d with painted toombs and plated ftones ; 
And think withall how fcoffe-infpiring faces 
From dawbing pencils doe derive their eraces ; 
Their beauties are moft antient gentlemen, 
Fetch’d from the deaw-figs, hens dung, and the beane. 
Nay, this doth rather proove them baftard faires, 
For to fo many fathers they are heires, 
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Yet their effronted thoughts adulterate 

Think the blind world holds them legitimate. 
(Madame) you gull your felfe, thinking to gull 
Young puifnes eyes with your ore-varnifh’d fcull ; 
For now our gallants are fo cunning growne, 
That painted faces are, like pippins, knowne : 
They know your fpirits and your diftillations 


Which make your eies turn diamonds to charm paffions : 


Your ceruffe now grown ftale, your {kaine of silke, 
Your philterd waters and your affes milke. 
They were plaine affes if they did not know 
Quickfilver, juyce of lemmons, Boras too, 
Allom, oyle Tartar, whites of egges and gaules, 
Are made the bawds to morphew, fcurffs and icauls. 
Then, whats a wench but a quirke, quidlit cafe, 
Which makes a ‘painters pallat of her face ? 
Or would not Chefter fweare her downe that fhee 
Lookt like an Elench, logicke fophif{trie ? 
Or like a new fherifes gate-pofts, whofe old faces 
Are furbifht over to fmoothe times difgraces ? 

Then how is man turnd all Pygmalion, 
That knowing thefe pictures, yet we doate upon 
The painted ftatues ; or what fooles are we 
So grofly to commit idolatry ! 
What ! are we Ethnicks that we honour beatts ? 
(They are beafts which paint themfelves) or els papifts 
Whofe over-fleeting brittle memories 
Right worfhipfull intitle images. 
But be we anything, thefe wenches know 
We are but fooles to be deluded fo: 
Who for deluding us, to plague their finne 
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Are turn’d to counterfeits, which their uncafde fkin 
Quickly difcovers, and to fhadowes too, 

For making lovers fhadowes, as they doo. 

Is he not fond, then, which a flip receaves 

For currant money? She, which thee deceaves 
With copper guilt, is but a flip, and fhe 

Will one day fhew thee a touch as flippery : 

She’s counterfait now, and it will goe hard 

If e’re thou find her currant afterward. 

A painted wench is like a whore-houfe figne, 

The old new flurred over; or mixt wine 
Sophitticate to give it hew and tatt ; 

A dudgin-dagger that’s new fcourd and elaft : 

Or I could fute her, were fhe not prophane, 

To a new painted and churchwarden’d fane ; 

Or generall pardons, which fpeake glorioufly 

Yet keep not touch; “orta popith symp, 

Thus altering natures ftamp, they’re altered 

Irom their first purity, innate maidenhead, 

Of fimple naked honefty and truth, 

And given o’re to feducing luft and youth, 

Whofe {tings when they are blunted, and thefe freede, 
Then fhall they fee the horror of this deede, 

And leaving it, their lothfome playftered fkins 
Shall fhew the furrowed rivels of their flins. 

And now their box complexions are defpofed, 
Their jaundice looks, and raine-bow like difclofed, 
Shall flander them with sicknes e’re their time 
For pocket-healths, vaine ufage in their prime. 
Then shall their owly confciences shun light, 

And thus like bats shall flutter in the night, 
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Ashani’d that any eye should teftifie 

Their now impoverish’n beauties beggary : 

Nay, they fo far shal be asham’d thereof, 

That from themfelves they shall feare cannon fcoffe, 
And hate to fee themfelves ; a// glaffes break 

Ly which before they taught thetr looks to speake, 

And parly with their lufts, But Ime a foole 

Which talk to deafe eares, and dull ftocks do fchoole. 
Me thinks the painted Pageants out of fight : 

It’s time to end my lecture then. Good night. 


Satyra tertia. 


Mary and gup! have I then lost my cap? 
It shall be a warning for an after clap: 

Not that I weigh the tributary due 

Of cap and courtship complements, and new 
Antike falutes: I care not for thembrace, 
The Spanish shrug, kiffd hand, nor cheverell face, 
God fave you, fir, good fir, and fuch like phrafes 
Pronounc’d with lifping and affected graces, 

Move me no more than t’ heare a parrat cry 

Her by-roate leffon of like curtefie ; 

But this I wonder, that th’ art fo eftrang’d, 

And thy old English looks to outlandish chang’d. 
Howfoe’re thy felfe by English birth art freed 
Thou haft no neede to have thy looks endenized. 
With thee I have beene long time well acquainted, 
But thofe beyond-fea looks have now disjoynted 
Our well knit friendship ; for whofe fake, I doubt, 
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Th’art quite turn’d Dutch, or fome outlandish lowt : 
Thou haft cleane forgot thine English tong, and then 
Art in no ftate to falute Englishmen : 
Or elfe th’ haft had fome great ficknes of late, 
Whofe tiranny doth fo extenuate 
Thy fraile remembrance, that thou canft not claime 
Thine old acquaintance, mothers tong, nor name 
Given thee in thy baptifme ; for I cannot, I, 
Impute it unto pride, philofophy, 
Having fo well fore-feafon’d thy minds cafke. 
Of gulls and fooles I will no queftion afke 
Wherfore they looke fo ftrange, becaufe I know 
They are but poore in wit, though rich in fhow. 
Looke on Panduris, with whom in th’ infancy 
Of my then greene, now riper, judgement, I 
Was well acquainted: he, fir, will not fpeake, 
Thinking himfelfe the better man belike, 
Becaufe his father, with bartring and trucke 
Of bad greene-ficknes wines, hath heapt up muck ; 
And for his mother, with her greedy gripes, 
Hath out of neats-feet, chitterlings and tripes 
Scrapt many a durty pound: this is he 
That lookes like Guazzo, or pedant gravitie, 
Spits controverfies, prates of Bellarmine, 
And yet perhaps nere faw of his a line. 

Then, there is Cynops, whofe grandmother fold 
Good ale and wigs, in curtefy growne cold, 
Becaufe his father with a coffening fetch 
Purchafd land for him, which his confcience ftretch 
Hath almoft fworne the whole world, that the man 
Is damnd to make his fonne a gentleman. 
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With them in ranck La volto Publius, 
Who's growne a reveller ridiculous, 
And for his dad with chimicke ufurie 
Turnd yron to fterling, droffe to land and fee, 
And got fo by old horfe-fhoes that the foole 
Enterd himfelfe into the dauncing fchoole, 
Thinks fcorne to fpeake, efpecially now fince 
FH’ hath beene a player to a Chriftmas prince. 
When thefe and fuch like doe themfelves eftrange, 
I never mufe at their fantafticke change, 
Becaufe they are Phantafmas, butterflies, 
Inconftant, but yet witleffe Mercuries. 
I know fome of their humorous neere of kin, 
Which fcorne to fpeake to one which hath not bin 
In one of thefe laft voyages; or to one 
Which having bin there, yet (though he have none) 
Hath not a Cades-beard ; though I dare fweare 
That many a beardleffe chin hath marched where 
They durft not for their berds come, thogh they dare 
Come where they will not leave theyr beardes one haire. 
But I doe wonder what eftrangeth thee, | 
New caft in mold of deepe philofophy ; 
Thee, whom that Queene hath taught to moderate 
Thy mounting thought, nor to be elevate 
With puffineft fortunes; though (for ought I know) 
Thy fortunes are none fuch to puffe thee fo. 

How, like a mufherom, art thou quickely growne! 
I knew thee when thou war’dft a thred-bare gowne, 
Siz’d eighteene pence a weeke, and fo did I, 
As then thou wert faine of my company, 
Of mine acquaintance glad: how art thou altred ? 
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Or wherein’s thine eftate fo bettered ? 

Thou art growne a filken dauncer, and in that, 

Turn’d to a caper, fkipft from love to hate. 

To daunce Ma piu, French galliard, or a meafure: 

Dooft thou efteeme this cunning fuch a treafure ? 

Never be proud of that, for doft thou know 

That Laureat Batchelor Del Phrygio, 

He with a fpade-beard can full mannerly 

Leade the olde meafures to a company 

Of bare-chind boyes, and with his nimble feete 

Make our fore-wearied counfellours to fweat 

For envie of his ftrange aCctivitie, 

Becaufe they cannot do’t as well as he. 

But then a fimple reveller thou art more, 

Thou haft fom doings with the Prixce ad’ Amore, 

And playd a noble mans part in a play. 

Now out upon thee, Fabian, I dare fay, 

If Florus fhould alledge that caufe of pride 

Hiffe him thou wouldft to death for ’t ; and befide 

Thou mightft have had fom doings with that prince 

Which would have made thee lefs proude ever fince. 
Yet art thou ftately, and fo ftately to, 

That thou forget’ft thy ftate, and wilt not know 

Them which knowe thee and it: fo long thou haft 

True follower beene of fafhions, that at laft 

Thou art growne thy felfe a fafhion; for to day 

Thou art common, popular, in ufe every way 

Fitting the various world, but by and by 

Thou art difufde, growft ftale, and too proudly 

Wringft thy felfe from the humorous worlds conceit : 

Now art thou like the wide breech, doublet ftrait, 
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But er't be long thou wilt eftranged be 
Like the French quarter flop, or the gorbelly, 
The long ftrockt hofe, or clofe Venetian. 
Now, fie upon this pride, which makes wife men 
Looke like expired leafes : out of doubt, 
Thou wert wife, but thy leafe of wit is out. 
For fuch fond toyes thou haft eftrangde thy felfe 
For vaine brave bragardifme and durtie pelfe, 
And yet I thinke thy pelfe with thee le difpence 
To kiffe the Counter ere twill bale thee thence. 
Thefe foolith toyes have quite difparaged 
Philofophy, thy miftris; and tis faid, 
Thou art like to Damafippus, for thy hayre, 
Precifely cut, makes thee philofopher, 
And nothing (God wot) elfe. But what care I? 
Why fhould I reafon with thy furquedry ? 
I fmile at thy atturneys filken pride, 
Tufttaffeta ftate, and make my Mufe deride, 
In thefe her fcoffing rimes, thy beeing ftrange, 
And have good paftime at thy motley change. 
Prethee be proude ftill, ftrange ftill, ftately ftill, 
And with thy winde my Mufes organs fill 
To found an antheme of thy folly foorth: 
It wil be merry muficke, richly worth 
The laughing at; for I will play a jigge 
And thou fhalt daunce, my Mufe fhall play the rig 
Once in her dayes, but fhee fhall quittance thee, 
For thy contemptible inconftancie. 
Well, if thou wilt fpeake, fo, and fo farewell ; 
If not, I thinke thee worfe foole then I’le tell. 
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Satyra guarta. 


What a fcald humour is this jealous care, 
Which turnes a man to a familiare! 
See how Trebatio yonder haunts his wife, 
And dares not loofe fight of her for his life: 
And now there’s one fpeakes to her: mark his grace ; 
See how he bafts himfelfe in his owne greace. 
Note what a fquint afkew he cafts, as he 
Already faw his heads hornd-armory. 
Foule weather jeloufie to a forward {pring 
Makes weeds grow ranke, but fpoyles a better thing : 
Sowes tares (gainft harveft) in the fields of love, 
And dogged humor Dog-dayes-like doth prove ; 
Scorching loves glorious world with glowing tong: 
A Serpent by which love to death ts fiung ; 
A fire to waft his pleafant fommer bowres, 
Ruine his manfions, and deface his towres. 
Yonder goes Ceelius, playing faft and loofe 
With his wives arme, but not for love, God knowes ; 
Sufpition is the caufe fhe well doth know. 
Can fhe then love him that doth wrong her fo? 
If fhe refufe to walke with him, hee’le frowne: 
Fore-wearied both they reft : he on her gowne 
Sits for his eafe ; fhe faith, afrayd in hart 
Leaft fodainly fhe fhould give him the ftart. 
Thus doth he make her prifoner to his feare, 
And himfelfe thrall to felfe-confuming care. 
A male-kind fparrow once miftooke his neft, 
And fled for harbour to faire Livias breatft : 
Her husband caught him with a Jealous rage, 
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Swearing to keepe him prifoner in a cage. 

Then a poore flye, dreading no netty fnare, 
Was caught in curled mefhes of her haire, 
Humming a fad note for ’s imprifonment, 

When the mad beaft with ruder hands doth rent 
That golden fleace for haft to take the flie, 

And ftraight-wayes at a window gins to prie, 
Bufie, fharp-fighted blind-man-hob, to know 
Whether ’twere male or female taken fo. 

Marke how Severus frigs from roome to roome, 

To fee, and not to fee his martirdome : 

Peevifh difeafe which doth all food diftaft, 

But what kils health, and that’s a pleafing feaft : 
Like weavers fhuttles, which runne to and fro, 
Rav ling their owne guts with their running So. 

He which infects thefe with this lunacy 
Is an odd figment jack called Jealoufie: 

His head is like a windmils trunk fo bigge, 
Wherein ten thoufand thoughts runne whirlegigge, 
Play at barley-breake, and daunce Irifh hay, 
Civill and peacefull like the Centaures fray. 

His body is fo fallen away and leane, 

That f{carce it can his logger-head fuftaine : 

He hath as many hundred thoufand eyes 

As Argus had, like ftarres plac’t in the fkies ; 
Though to no purpofe, for blinde love can fee, 
Having no eyes, farther then Jealoufie. 
Gulfe-brefted is he, filent and profound, 
Cat-footed for flie pace, and without found; 
Porpentine backed, for he lies on thornes : 

Ts it not pitty fuch a beaft wants hornes ? 
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Is it not pitty fuch a beaft fhould fo 

Poffeffe mens thoughts and timpanize with woe 

Their bigge fwolne harts? for let Severus heare 

A cuckow sing in June, he {weats for feare ; 

And coming home he whurries through the house: 

Each hole that makes an inmate of a mouse 

Is ranfackt by him for the cuckold-maker : 

He beates his wife, and mongft his maides doth fwagger 

‘TPextort confeffion from them, who hath beene 

Familiar with his wife, wreeking his teene 

Upon her ruffes and jewels, burning, tearing, 

Flinging and hurling, fcolding, ftaring, fwearing. 

Hee’s as difcreet, civill a gentleman 

As Harry Peafecod, or a Bedlam man, 

A drunken captaine or a ramping whore, 

Or {waggering blew-coate at an ale-house doore. 
What an infection ’s this, which thus doth fire 

Mens most discreetest tempers, and doth tire 

Their foules with furie; and doth make them thirft 

To caroufe bolles of poyfon till they burft ! 

Oh! this it is to be too wife in fin, 

Too well experienft and fki!l’d therein, 

lor falfe fufpicion of another ts 

A fure condemning of our owne amifse. 

Unleffe a man have into pra¢tife brought 

The theoricke art of love which Ovid wrote ; 

Unleffe his owne lewd life have taught him more 

Then Aretines adventurous wandring whore ; 

Unleffe he have an antient fouldiour beene, 

Brags of the markes, and fhewes the fearres of finne, 

How could he be fo gorgde with loving hate, 
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As to thinke women fo infaciate ? 

How could he know their ftratagems and fhifts, 
Their politicke delayes and wilie drifts ? 

No, no; tis true, he hath beene naught himfelfe, 
And lewdnes fathereth this wayward elfe : 
Then take this for a maxim, generill rule, 

No jealous man but is or knave or foole, 
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Let me alone, I prethee, in thys Cell; 

Entice me not into the Citties hell: 

Tempt me not forth this Eden of content 

To taft of that which I thall foone repent. 
brethy excule me: gam hotsalone: 
Accompanied with meditation, 

And calme content, whofe taft more pleafeth me 
Then all the Citties lufhious vanity. 

I had rather be encoffin’d in this cheft 

Amongft thefe bookes and papers, I protett, 
Then free-booting abroad purchafe offence, 

And fcandale my calm thoughts with discontents. 
Heere I converfe with thofe diviner spirits, 
Whose knowledge and admire the world inherits : 
Heere doth the famous profound Stagarite 

With Natures miftick harmony delight 

My ravifh’d contemplation : I heere see 

The now-old worlds youth in an history : 

Heere may I be grave Platos auditor, 

And learning of that morrall Lecturer 

To temper mine affections, gallantly 
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Get of my felfe a glorious victory. 
And then for change, as we delight in change, 
(For this my ftudy is indeede m’ Exchange) 
Heere may I fit, yet walke to Weftminfter 
And heare Fitzherbert, Plowden, Brooke and Dier 
Canvas a law-case: or, if my difpose 
Perfwade me to a play, I ’le to the Rofe, 
Or Curtaine, one of Plautus comedies, 
Or the patheticke Spaniards tragedies. 
If my defire doth rather wifh the fields, 
Some fpeaking painter, fome poet ftraitway yeelds 
A flower befpangled walk, where I may heare 
Some amorous fwaine his paffions declare 
To his fun-burnt love. Thus my books little cafe, 
My ftudy, is mine all, mine every place. 

What more variety of pleafures can 
An idle Citty-walke affoord a man? 
More troublefome and tedious, well I know, 
T’will be into the peopled ftreets to goe: 
Witnes that hotch-potch of fo many noyfes, 
Black-faunts of fo many feverall voyces, 
That chaos of rude founds, that harmony, 
And dyapafon of harfh Barbary, 
Compos’d of feverall mouthes, and feverall cries 
Which to mens eares turne both their tongs and eles. 
There fqueaks a cart-wheel, here a tumbrel rumbles, 
Heere fcolds an old bawd, there a porter grumbles: 
Heere two tough car-men combat for the way, 
There two for looks begin a coward fray: 
Two fwaggering knaves heere brable for a whore ; 
There brauls an ale-knight for his fat-grown fcore. 
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But oh purgation! you rotten-throated flaves 
Engarlanded with coney-catching knaves, 
Whores, bedles, bawdes, and fergents filthily 
Chaunt Kemps jigge, or the Burgonians tragedy : 
But in good time there’s one hath nipt a bong. 
Farewell, my harts, for he hath marrd the fong. 

Yet might all this, this too bad, be excuid: 
Were not an ethnicke foule much more abufd, 
And her ftill patience choakt by vanitie 
With unfufferable inhumanitie : 

For whofe gall is’t that would not overflow 

To meete in every ftreete where he thall oe 
With folly mafkt in divers femblances ? 

The Cittie is the mappe of vanities, 

The marte of fooles, the magazin of gulles, 

The painters fhop of antickes. Walke in Poules 
And but obferve the fundry kindes of fhapes, 
Th’ wilt fweare that London is as rich in apes 
As Affricke Tabraca: one wries his face ; 

This fellows wrie necke is his better grace: 

He, coynd in newer mint of fafhion, 

With the right Spanith fhrugge fhewes paffion: 
There comes one in a muffler of Cad’z-beard, 
Frowning as he would make the world afeard : 
With him a troupe all in gold-dawbed futes, 
Looking like Talbots, Percies, Montacutes, 

As if their very countenaunces would fweare 
The Spanyard fhould conclude a peace for feare ; 
But bring them to the charge, then fee the luck: 
Though but a falfe fire, they theyr plumes wil duck. 
What marvell fince life ’s fweete ? But fee yonder 
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One like the unfrequented theater 

Walkes in darke filence and vaft folitude, 
Suited to thofe blacke fancies which intrude 
Upon poffeffion of his troubled breaft: 

But for blacks fake he would looke like a jeaft, 
For hee’s cleane out of fafhion: what, he? 

I thinke the genius of antiquitie 

Come to complaine of our varietie 

Of tickle fafhions: then you jett, I fee. 

Would you needs know ? he is a malecontent. 
A Papift? No; nor yet a Proteftant, 


But a difcarded intelligencer. 


Here ’s one lookes like to a king Arthurs fencer, 
With his cafe of rapiers, and futed in buffe. 
Is he not a fargeant ? then fay’s a muffe 
For his furrd fatin cloake; but let him goe ; 
Meddle not with him; hee’s a fhrewd fellow. 

Oh what a pageant ’s this! what foole was I 
To leave my ftudie to fee vanitie! 
But who’s in yonder coach ? my lord and foole, 
One that for ape-tricks can put Gue to {choole: 
Heroick fpirits, true nobilitie, 
Which can make choyce of fuch focietie ! 
He more perfections hath than y’ would fuppofe : 
He hath a wit of waxe, frefh as a rofe ; 
He playes well on the treble violin ; 
He foothes his lord up in his grofeft fin 5 
At any rimes fprung from his lordships head, 
Such as Elderton would not have fathered, 
He cries Oh rare my lord! he can difcourfe 
The ftory of Don Pacolet and his horfe 
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(To make my lord laugh) fweares and jeft, 
And with a fimile zon plus the betft, 
Unleffe, like Pace, his wit be over-awde) 
But his beft part is he’s a perfect bawde. 
Rare vertues! Farewell they. But who’s yonder 


Deep mouthd hound that bellowes rimes like thunder ? 
He makes an earthquake throughout Paules church-yard. 


Well fare his heart : his larum fhall be heard. 
Oh, he ’s a puifne of the Innes of Court, 

Come from th’ Univerfity to make fport 

With his friends money heere- But fee, fee 
Heere comes Don Fafhion, {pruce formality, 
Neat as a merchants ruffe that ’s fet in print, 
New halfe-penny, fkip’d forth his Laundres mint. 
Oh brave! what, with a feather in his hat ? 

He is a dauncer you may fee by that ; 

Light heeles, light head, light feather well agree: 
Salute him with th’ embrace beneath the knee. 

I thinke twere better let him paffe along, 

He will fo dawbe us with his oyly tongue ; 

For thinking on fome of his miftreffes 

We {hall be curried with the brifke phrafes 

And prick-fong termes he hath premeditate. 
Speake to him: woe to us! for we fhall ha'te. 


Then farewell he. But foft! whom have we heare? 
What brave Saint George, what mounted cavaliere ? 


He is all court-like ; Spanifh in ’s attire ; 


He hath the right ducke: pray God he be no frier ? 


Thys is the di€tionary of complements, 
The barbers mouth of new-fcrapt eloquence, 
Synomicke Tully for varietie, 

And Madame Conceits gorgeous gallerie ; 
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The exaét patterne which Caftilio 
Tooke for ’s accomplith courtier : but foft ho! 
What needs that bownd, or that curvet (good fir) ? 
There ’s fome fwecet lady, and tis done to her, 
That fhe may fee his jennets nimble force. 
Why, would he have her in love with his horfe ? 
Or aymes he at popifh merrit to make 
Her in love with him for his horfes fake ? 

The further that we walke, more vanitie 
Prefents itfelfe to profpect of mine eye: 
Here fweares fome feller, though a known untruth ; 
Here his wife ’s bated by fome quick-chapt youth. 
There in that window miftres minkes doth ftand, 
And to fome copefmate beckeneth with her hand. 
In is he gone; Saint Venus be his fpeede, 
For fome great thing muft be adventured. 
There comes a troupe of puifnes from the play, 
Laughing like wanton f{choole-boyes all the way. 
Yon goe a knot to Bloome his Ordinary, 
Friends and good fellowes all now: by and by 
Thei ’le be by the eares, vie ftabs, exchange difgraces, 
And bandie daggers at each others faces, 

Enough of thefe then, and enough of all: 
I may thanke you for this time fpent; but call, 
Henceforth I ’le keepe my ftudie, and efchew 
The fcandall of my thoughts, my follies view. 
Now let us home: I’me fure tis fupper time : 
The horne hath blowne. Have done, my merry rime. 


Satyra fexta. 
Oh, that mens thoughts fhould fo degenerate, 
Being free borne, t’ admit a flavith ftate! 
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They difclaime Natures manumiffion, 
Making themfelves bond to opinion, 

Whofe galley-flaves they are, toft on the fea 
Of vulgar humors, which doth rage and play 
According as the various breath of change 


Calmes or perturbs her fmooth brow. Is 't not ftrang 


That heav’n bred foules, difcended from above, 

Should brooke fuch bafe fubjeétion ? feare reproofe 

From her cold northerne gales, or els be merry 

When her Favonian praife breathes a {weet perry. 
(R[e]afon) thou art the foules bright genius, 

Sent downe from Joves throne to fafe conduct us 

In this lifes intricate Daedalian maze: 

How art thou buffuld! how comes this difgrace, 

That by opinion thou art bearded fo, 

Thy flave, thy fhadow; nay, out-bearded too? 

She, earth-worme, doth derive her pedegree 

From bodies durt and fenfualitie, 

And marfhald in degree fitting her birth 

Is but a dwarffe, or jefter to make mirth. 

Thou the foules bodies queenes allie moft neere, 

The firft prince of her blood, and chiefeft pecre, 

Nay, her proteCtor in nonage, whilft fhe 

Lives in this bodies weake minoritie, 

Are yet kept under by that underling, 


That dreame, that breath, nay, that indeed Nothing. 


The ale-houfe Ethicks, the worlds upfide downe 
Is verified: the prince now ferves the clowne. 
Lf reafon bandy with opinion, 

Opinion winnes in the conclufion ; 

For if a man be once opinwonate, 
Millions of reafons nill extenuate 
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His fore-ceited mallice: conference 
Cannot affwage opinions infolence : 
But let opinion once lay battery 
To reafons fort, fhe will turne herefre, 
Or fuperftition, wely polite fi, 
But fhe will winne thofe ramptires which refift. 
Then fince fuch innate difcord is maintain’d 
Twixt reafon and opinion, what ftaid-braind, 
True, refolute and philofophick head 
Would by opinion be diftempered ? 
Opinion ts as various as light change, 
Now fpeaking court-like, friendly, [tratt-wayes ftrange : 
She’s any humours perfect parafile, 
Difpleasd with her, and pleas'd with her delight: 
She ts the eccho of inconftancte, 
Soothing her no with nay, her I with yea. 
Then, who would weigh this feather, or refpect 
The fickle cenfure of fhallow neglect ? 
Shall grave Lycurgus ftraite repeale his lawes, 
Becaufe fome cobler finds fault with this clawfe ; 
Some ale-konner with that ? Or fhall the ftate 
Be fubjeét to each bafe-groomes arbitrate ? 
No; let ’s efteeme Opinion as fhe is, 
fooles bawble, tnnovations mtftris, 
The Proteus Robin-goodfellow of change, 
Smiihfield of jaded fancies, and th Exchange 
Of fleeting cenfures, nurfe of herefie, 
Begot by Malice on Inconftancte : 
It’s but the hiffe of geefe, the peoples noyfe, 
Lhe tongue of humours, and phantafticke voyce 
Of haire-brain'd Apprehenfion : tt refpects 
With all due titles, and that due neglects 
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Even in one inftant. For in thefe our times 
Some of Opinions gulls carpe at the rimes 
Of reverend Chaucer: other-fome do praife them, 
And unto heav’n with wonders wings do raife them. 
Some fay the mark is out of Gowers mouth ; 
Others he’s better then a trick of youth. 
Some blame deep Spencer for his grandam words ; 
Others proteft that in them he records 
His maifter-peece of cunning, giving praife 
And gravity to his profound-prickt layes. 
Daniel (as fome holds) might mount if neslitt, 
But others fay that he’s a Lucanift. 
Markham is cenfur’d for his want of plot, 
Yet others thinke that no deepe ftayning blot : 
As Homer writ his Frogs-fray learnedly, 
And Virgil his Gnats unkind Tragedy, 
So though his plot be poore, his fubject 's rich, 
And his Mufe foares a Falcons gallant pitch. 
Drayton ’s condemn’d of fome for imitation, 
But others fay t’was the beft poets fafhion, 
In fpight of ficke Opinions crooked doome 
Traytor to kingdome mind, true judgments toomb. 
Like to a worthy Romaine he hath wonne 
A three-fold name affixed to the Sunne, 
When he is mounted in the glorious South, 
And Drayton ’s juftly firnam’d Golden-mouth. 
The double volum’d Satyre praifed is, 
And lik’d of divers for his rods in piffe ; 
Yet other fome, who would his credite ctacl< 
Have clap’d Reaétios Aétion on his back. 
Nay, even wits Czfar, Sidney, for whofe death 
The Fates themfelves lamented Englands icath; 
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And Mufes wept, till of their teares did fpring 
Admiredly a fecond Caftal fpring, 

Is not exempt for prophanation, 

But cenfur’d for affectation. 

Thus doth Opinion play the two-edg’d fword, 
And vulgar judgments both-hand playes afford ; 
Then, who but fooles, and empty cafke like minds 
Would be engrofs’d with fuch phantaftique winds ? 
Let Players, Minftrels, filken Revellers, 

Light minded as their parts, their aires, their fethe rs, 
Be flaves t’ Opinion, when the people fhoute 

At a quaint jeft, croffe-poynt, or well touch’d lute, 
Let their fleight frothy minds be bubled up, 

And breake againe at a hiffe, or howt or hup. 

Let Caius, when his horfe hath wonne the bell, 
Conceive more joy than his dull tongue can ‘tell, 

Or let Lycanor feare a tennis fet 

More then his foules loffe, and for it more fret. 

Pollio me thinks is going into the towne. 
Boy, fet your maifters ruffe and brufh his gowne, 
Leaft fome fpruce taylor, fitting on his ftall, 
Say, there goes a floven, careleffe of all. 
Heere comes young Panfa: whether away fo faft? 
Why, going to the barbers in all haft. 
Thy haire ’s all fhort enough : but I muft crave 
A little labour to be fmug'd, and have 
A blefing of rofe-water ere I goe 
To fee fuch and fuch ladies ; for you know 
Thei’le flowt a man behind his backe, tf he 
Le not trim furbifh'd and in decencte. 

Oh, what.a flaverie’s this! fhall a free mind, 


Sicke of a Cockneys ague, feare the wind ? 


Skialetheia. 


No, let ’s be ftoicks, refolute, and fpare not 

To tell the proudeft criticke that we care not 
For his wooden cenfure, nor to mittigate 

The fharp tart verjuice of his fnap haunce hate 
Would change a line, a word, no, not a poynt 


For his deepe mouthed fcoffes : as foone difjoynt 


His grind-jeft chaps as hurt our credites, who 
Are careleffe of what he can fay or do. 

Oh Epictetus! perfect libertine, 
Who though a flave, tyr’d daily in the mine, 
Yet haft as free a foule, as free a powre 
To calme content as any emperour. 
Thou wert no bufie Polypragmons thrall, 
No flave to cenfures, caring not at all 
Which way the vulgar wind ftood, negligent 
Whether the world were angry or content. 
Thy vertue-purged foule, thy genius, 
Made all thine inclinations vertuous, 
Which thou didft follow, careleffe of th’ event, 
Or of the worlds applaufe or difcontent : 
True patterne of a philofophick foule, 
Not fubjeét to mechanick mates controule, 
Nor puff’d up with the praifes of each hind, 
Which gave a froathy battery to thy mind. 

With fuch refolve, fuch perfect temperature, 
Should a Socratique mind her thoughts affure ; 
And as he taught young Alcibiades 
Audacity to pleade, and to defpife 
The popular fcarcrow eftimation, 
For that fuch bodies compofition 
Confifted but of brokers, coblers, flaves, 


Black-men, trap-makers, and fuch kind of knaves, 
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Whofe many headed doomes he never weighd, 
Nor of their giddy union was afraid ; 

So let all others care for vulgar breath, 

Which neither can preferve nor plague with death, 
(Unleffe their fent of garlike poyfon us) 

Should I take it at hart, or for hainous, 

To heare fome prentize, or fome players boy, 
Hath jefted at my Mufe, and fcoff’d my Joy. 
Or that fome chaundler ftopt a muftard pot, 
Or wrap’d foape in fome leaves, her petticoate : 
Or perfum/’d courtiour, in a peevifh fcorne, 
Some pages thereof tyrant-like hath torne 

To fcavenger his backe dore from the durt: 
Which if he do (though me it fhall not hurt) 
May my hartfh ftile (the Mufes I befeech) 

Be but as arfe-fmart to his tickled breech. 

Or fhall I thinke my felfe t have better hap, 

If that fome weevil, mault-worme, barly-cap, 
Hearing my lines, halfe-fnorting ore his kanne, 
Sweares them for good, and me a proper man? 
Or fhall I waxe proude if fome pedant daigne 
The epithete of pretty for my paine? 

The pox I will as foone :—let others care, 

lle play the gallant, 1, thetcavalemer 

Once in my dayes Ile weene and over-weene, 
And cry, a fico for the criticke fpleene! 

For let them praife them, or their praife deny, 
My lines are ftill themfelves, and fo am I. 


FINIS. 


